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the tremendous backing of nines and fives by Ball
Hughes and Auriol, the enormous stakes played
for by Lords Lichfield and Chesterfield, George
Payne, Sir St. Vincent Cotton, D'Orsay, and George
Anson, and, above all, the gentlemanly bearing and
calm and unmoved demeanour, under losses or
gains, of all the men of that generation.

The old fishmonger himself, seated snug and sly
at his desk in the corner of the room, watchful as
the dragon that guarded the golden apples of the
Hesperides, would only give credit to sure and
approved signatures. Who that ever entered that
dangerous little room can ever forget the large
green table with the croupiers, Page, Darking, and
Bacon, with their suave manners, sleek appearance,
stiff white neckcloths, and the almost miraculous
quickness and dexterity with which they swept
away the money of the unfortunate punters when
the fatal cry of "Deuce ace," "Aces," or "Sixes
out," was heard in answer to the caster's bold cry
of " Seven," or " Nine," or " Five's the main."

0 noctes ccenceque dedm! but the brightest
medal has its reverse, and after all the wit and
gaiety and excitement of the night, how disagree-
able the waking up, and how very unpleasant the
sight of the little card, with its numerous figures
marked down on the debtor side in the fine bold
hand of Mr. Page. Alas, poor Crockey's! shorn of
its former glory, has become a sort of refuge for
the destitute, a cheap dining-house. How are the
mighty fallen! Irish buckeens, spring captains,
"welchers" from Newmarket, and suspicious-look-
ing foreigners, may be seen swaggering, after dinner,
through the marble halls and up that gorgeous stair-,re considered                                                B                                                             B                o              6BALL AT THE BEITISH EMBASSY, PARIS   269
